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Vodkaraoke Night 


Author's Notes: 
Merry Ficmas / Xmas! | hope you enjoy this little smutty fic. So glad to be able to write some Duzzy! This is 


obviously in a parallel universe where Izzy had stayed in the band, at least a little more, to be there still when 


Duff turned 26. 


Izzy was sitting in the corner of the large navy blue couch that was placed at the back of the room, right in 
front of the stage area. Granted, it wasn't really a stage. It was simply where the computer and the two mic 
stands where, and where the large screen had been mounted on the wall. He was looking around the small 


room, sipping on his umpteen drink, hoping that a little more alcohol would make him feel less claustrophobic. 


So.. This was Slash's new man cave. A karaoke dungeon with a disco ball hanging from the ceiling, no windows, a 
few large faded oriental carpets on the wood floor and plush sofas and armchairs. The walls were decorated 
with a mix of metallic grey paint, mirrors and dark green paisley wallpaper. It was so classy it hurt the eyes. 
Slash must have chosen all this himself. The guy had a big ass mansion that was most likely very nice but 
Izzy wasn't even sure. Every time the man would ask the band to come over to his place, they would end up 


around the swimming pool outside or in the studio downstairs. Now there was also a karaoke room next to it 


to get trapped into. 


Slash had thought this was the ideal place for celebrating Duff's birthday and two weeks earlier, the guys had 


all received an invitation for a Vodkaraoke Night in his new entertainment room in honor of Duff turning 26. 


After the food, the gifts and the chocolate cake, the real entertainment had started. Thankfully, the evening 


was not only about karaoke. Vodka had been flowing as well. 


Slash was an average singer, unless he was drunk and then it was much less nice to listen to him. For a 
drummer, Steven oddly seemed to have no sense of rhythm when singing. He was always too slow or too fast 
but nobody usually noticed that because he would sing totally off key and that was much more disturbing. Of 
course, having Axl at a karaoke night was unfair. The guy could sing a lot of different things and do it very 
well with his great vocal range. That was almost not fun so he would normally be asked to sing crazy fast rap 
songs or some pop crap songs which made his stomach churn. Izzy was a good singer too, though he couldn't 
sing as high as Axl. Even if the song was not something he would have been able to do the same way as the 
original, he would normally manage to sing it well, at a different pace or in a lower key and he would make it 
sound good. And then there was the birthday boy, Duff. He had a nice voice and he was good at singing too. He 
probably just thought he was okay but he actually was very good. At least, that was what Izzy thought. 


Axl's voice was too good and Izzy was too used to it to notice and be moved by it. Duff's voice was a bit 
husky and more raw and he didn't have the same control on it as Axl had. Somehow, Izzy found that pretty 


endearing. 


Izzy had politely declined singing so far. Duff had done the honors and kicked off the singing shit show. Slash 
had done his usual Elvis impersonation. Steven had followed and massacred a few major hits. When it had 
become definitely too much and borderline unbearable for everyone, Axl had finally stepped in He had been 
authorized to do only one proper song and even a blasé and half drunk Izzy had to acknowledge that his 
rendition of She's A Lady was pretty good. Unfortunately, after that, Izzy had stoically sat through what 
seemed like an hour long of Slash and Steven taking turns at doing terrible covers and Axl bitching about 
having to sing Informer and / Think We're Alone Now. All this was still too clear in Izzy's mind. He wasn't drunk 
enough yet probably. The only moments of solace were when Duff took his turns and sang a few decent songs. 
When Izzy thought things couldn't get any worse, he had had to witness Axl accepting to sing with Slash / Got 
You Babe and then watch Steven ‘express himself as he butchered Madonna's latest single. 


Duff threw himself on the couch next to him, wincing at the sound of Steven's strained voice. 
"Sing something, Izz. Make it stop." 

"Sorry, m busy. Trying to drink myself into a coma" 

‘Its my birthday." 


"I know. Happy fucking birthday, Duff," he said while raising his glass lazily. 


"No, | mean | won't survive another duet with Slash and Axl or another Steven's special. Please be a friend and 


do something." 

Izzy snickered. 

"| hate karaoke." 

Duff pouted. 

"Please? Okay, | know. | sing something especially for you and then you sing something for me." 

Izzy looked at Duff's pleading eyes. 

"Alright, choose something that makes me want to get my ass up from the couch and I'll sing for you after." 
"Okay, you got a deal!" 


Duff stood up right away and walked to the front of the room to grab the microphone from Steven's hands 
before he had time to ask Slash for another song. 


"My turn)" he exclaimed 
Slash was on song choosing duty. 

"What do you want to pick?," he asked him 

Duff peeked over his shoulder while Slash was scrolling down the list of songs available. 
"Huh... That one! 


Slash slowly turned towards his friend. He gave him a strange look when Duff's index finger pointed at / Touch 
Myself by Divinyls. 


"What the fuck, Duff?" 

‘Hts my birthday. | can sing whatever | want" 

Slash started laughing and then shrugged but clicked on the chosen song. 

"Okay, l'm going to go and sit there to watch this one," he told Duff before the song started 


Izzy looked up from his glass when the music started, just in time to catch Duff's mischievous gaze on him. 


Why was the blond smiling at him like that now? 


Honestly, nobody recognized the short intro of the song. Then Duff started to sing and the melody sounded 
familiar, one of those pop rock songs that must have aired on the radio with a video playing on heavy rotation 
on MTV. But the guys didn't care about those details. What they cared about were the words appearing on the 
screen and the fact that Duff's eyes were locked on Izzy as he sang them without flinching. 


| love myself, | want you to love me 

When | feel down, | want you above me 

/ search myself, | want you to find me 

Í forget myself, | want you to remind me 

| dont want anybody else 

When I think about you, | touch myself 

Ooh, | dont want anybody else 

Oh no, oh no, oh no 

Izzy sat up quite a bit and squinted at the show that Duff was putting up - for him? - when the blond got a 
bit more into the song and started to slide his hand suggestively down his stomach. The fucker, he thought. 
Sure Duff was drunk and so was he, as well as the other three, but still.. That was bold. 


Duff's half sexy and half slurry rendition of the song was quickly covered by loud wolf whistling from Steven 
and Slash's hearty laughter. Axl was a little stunned and turned towards Izzy. 


"What..?," he mouthed 
Izzy shrugged it off and gave him his best ‘no fucking clue’ face. 


Well, Duff had managed to snap him out of his boredom for sure and now he had to answer him in style. He 


guessed that was the rule of the dare game he wasn't aware he had accepted. 

When the song was over Izzy got up and approached the front of the room. Axl was still looking utterly 
confused at what had just happened and Slash and Steven were cheering for Duff to start a striptease. Izzy 
didn't say anything but smirked at Duff while he took the mic from him then he addressed Slash. 

"How do | choose?," Izzy simply asked. 

"Oh, wait." 

Slash came next to him and showed him the screen where he could scroll and pick a song on the computer. 


"What the hell was that?," he asked Izzy while nodding in Duff's direction. "Did you bet with him?" 


"No idea," Izzy replied casually. 


Izzy picked his song. Teasing each other, right? If Duff had pretended to serenade him raunchy style, he was 
sticking to something he knew he could sing well and went for a vintage rock ballad that still had a bit of the 
right kind of hidden message, or at least he hoped so. 


Duff crossed his arms and leaned against the wall next to Axl, waiting to see what Izzy would sing. 


When the music began to play through the sound system, they all recognized what song it was. More laughter 
erupted from behind Slash's wild curls and Axl shook his head in disbelief. 


The lyrics at the start of The Joker weren't really anything too exciting but obviously, once Izzy got to part 
saying 


Youre the cutest thing that | ever did see 

Í really love your peaches 

Wanna shake your tree 

Lovey dovey, lovey dovey, lovey dovey all the time 
Ooh wee baby, HI sure show you a good time 


It was clear he was answering Duff's unexpected lust declaration. But it was all for fun only, right? 


Everyone watched him stare intently at the bassist as he continued to sing with bedroom eyes that made Axl 
blush. Duff held his gaze till he no longer could, for fear of imploding. 


At that point, Slash, Steven and Axl were not sure anymore that the stupid private joke between Izzy and Duff 


was just that, a dare or joke of some kind because the atmosphere in the small room had just become electric. 


Izzy put the mic on the table where the computer was and walked back to the couch when the song was over, 


as if no one was looking at him and he just had not given Duff the most smoldering looks for 3 minutes 35. 


Steven and Slash both look between him and Duff a few times and then started to giggle. Axl stood up, glaring 
at Duff and then at Izzy. 


"Okay, you two fuckers. Care to explain what's going on here?" 

Izzy took a sip of his beer and flipped him off way too calmly. Duff pretended he had not heard the question 
"They should get a room,” Steven yelled. "Duffy's hot for Izzy!" 

"Am out of here," Axl mumbled before turning around and heading for the door. 

"Oh, fuck.. Waitt," Slash said as he got up and went after him. Steven followed suit, leaving Duff and Izzy behind 


"Ok, maybe | deserved it," Duff smiled and chuckled. "But what's with Axl?" 


"Don't worry. He gets nervous about that kind of stuff" 


Duff wasn't sure if ‘that kind of stuff meant sexual innuendo between guys in general or just his band mates 
and friends. 


"Too bad they left. | wanted to sing you another song," Duff said while approaching the couch. 

Izzy waited a little before asking. 

"What did you want to sing?" 

Duff held his hand up to tell him to wait a sec. He walked back towards the front of the room and picked the 
song he wanted. He pressed ‘play’ but didn't stay there to sing it. Izzy had already gotten up and put his beer 
bottle on the coffee table but Duff was right back next to him and pushed him back on the couch before 
pouncing on him. Izzy laughed but put one hand on Duff's chest to keep a little distance between them. 

"Shit, Duff, just how drunk are you?" 


"Drunk enough to do something I've always wanted to.. And not too drunk so | can still get it up." 


Izzy let him grab his hands and pin them above his head. The instrumental version of the song was playing in 
the background and Izzy could hear the lyrics in his head. 


„| want you to want me 


| need you fo need me. 
"You were sexy when you sang for me," Duff said before crashing his mouth on Izzy's. 

Once they broke the kiss to catch some air, Izzy fisted Duffs hair and pulled his head back a tad 
"Are we really doing this?," he asked the blond 


Izzy punctuated his question with a little push of his hips to grind against Duff's groin He smirked when he 
felt something long and hard in Duff's pants. 


"Hell, yes," Duff replied before burying his face in the crook of Izzy's neck 
He slid one hand between them to unfasten their pants. Izzy threw his head back and gasped. Duff was pretty 
good at what he was doing with just one hand and a minute later, the guitarist felt the long fingers of his 


bandmate trace his swollen cock. 


"Ready to christen Slash's new couch?" Duff asked. 


"He's gonna kill us." 

"Yeah, | know but it was his idea to have my birthday here," Duff chuckled. 
"True. Stupidest idea ever, right?" 

It was fun too... It's getting more fun now tough." 


Duff briefly removed his hand from between Izzy's legs and brought it up to his mouth to spit in it. Izzy 
pushed his hips up when he felt Duff's slickened grip back around his needy shaft. 


"So you wanna shake my tree?," Duff asked with a smile as he continued to pump Izzy. 
"Finish shaking mine first.. Then I'll shake everything you want," Izzy panted. 

"What if they come back here?" 

"Don't care.. Not first time Slash or Steven will see one of us getting off" 

"Yeah, but usually not with each other," Duff replied. “And if Axl walks in here." 


"Axl won't walk in here.. | suspect he fears he'll turn blind if he checks out what we're doing. Now shut up and 


kiss me." 


Izzy pulled Duff down to him to kiss him fiercely. It didn't last very long after that. Izzy fucked himself into 


Duff's hand and spilled a copious amount of cum on his fingers. 

"Fuck, Izz..." Duff said as he looked down at the mess between them. "When's the last time you jizzed?" 
"This morning. You got me going, what can | say?" 

"Not complaining,” Duff replied while he brought his fingers to his mouth to taste Izzy's cum. 

"That's fucking hot," Izzy breathed as he watched him. 

Duff smiled and fed the remainder of his cum covered fingers to Izzy who obliged. 

"That's fucking hotter," he said while enjoying the sight of Izzy's lips around his fingers. 


Izzy finished licking the bassist hand. The music had stopped, probably since a while but none of them had 


noticed till now. 


Duff moved off from Izzy and helped him get up. While Izzy was tucking himself back in his jeans, Duff leaned 


over and kissed the side of his neck again. It seemed to be Duff's signature move and Izzy certainly didn't mind. 
"Let's get a cab and go back to my place," Duff whispered. 


Izzy pulled away a bit and looked at him. He placed one hand over Duff's crotch and palmed him slowly, enjoying 
the feel of the warm steel rod he could sense there. 


"Fucking impressive.. Are you inviting me over to show off your old records collection or can | play with this 
too?" 


Duff laughed and leaned into Izzy's touch 

"If you play with this, my record collection is yours’ 
Izzy laughed 

"You still hate karaoke?," Duff asked. 


"Maybe I'm changing my mind,” Izzy replied. 


